
The Eminent Kidney
and Bfadder Specialist.

sn tTi. 1 v.f. vv ''7 1 ul A kMl I

The Hljcovtrer tf Swazip-Ko- st ct Work In
Hia I.atoratcry.

Thin; is a c'iscisa rrvaiiire In Ihi.i
country tnort duigcrcu3 becaure so decep-
tive. Miny deaths arc caused by
i! heart disease, pneumonia, heart failure
cr pop!e.xy are often tha result of kidney
dirreae. If kidney trouble is allowed to ad-

vance the kidney-poisone- d blood will attcck
the vital organs, or the kidney3 themselves

can u'jwn sna wasic away ceil oy cc;i.
Thtn the richnecs cf the blood the albumen

. leaks out and the sufferer has Bright's
Disease, the worst form of kidney trouble.

Dr. Kilmer's Swamp-Ro- ot the new dis-
covery is the true specific for kidney, bladder
and urinary troubles. It has cured thousands
of apparently hopeless cases, after all other
effom have failed. At druggists in fifty-ce- nt

and dollar sizes. A sample bottle sent free
by mail, also a book telling about Swamp- -
Root and Its wonderful cures. Address
Or. Kilmer & Co., Binghamton, N. Y. and
mention inis paper.

Tha Gisro that Gures I
P Coughs, &

Colds,

Whooping Cough, Asthma
Bronchitis and Incipient

Consumption is

iCOUGK SYRUP
cures Ilackinff Coughs,
Soro Lungs, Bronchitis,
Grippe, Pneumonia nnd
nil Bcvero lung affections.
Why then risk consump-
tion, a slow, 6uro death ?
Tako warning I Act at
onco! Buy a bottlo of
Dr. Bull's Cough Syrup,
a doctor's prescription.

sl used over CO years, l'lio?.

having it. Don't bo Im-

posed upon. Rofuso tho'
dealer's substitute: it la i
not as cood aa Dr. Dull'n. l

Salvation Oil cures Rheumatism
ACiics (inu t'ui.is. 13 v. y.o vis. i f

9:A
'JEBVGUS.WEAK,

ASED MEN.
(Tl !DF- -. MO DAY

THR NEW METHOD TREATMENT,
i.3 original with lira. K. & K.. will l'OBI-

tjA tively curt) forever aiy form of Jilood or
Sexual dipoae It is the result of 31)

years' cxpericuce io tho treatuiont of
4" three diseaMCH.

WE CURE SYPHILIS
A-- J rrt : . t I'l l !.n ln,n,r
11 of iimiikiod, yields readily to our NEW

"21 It you liave Bores in the luoutlior toueuo,
paf'iH in f lie joints, sore thruut. hair or

Bf A Btotunch dcr&ngpnjeut, tore eye, bond- -
PT ili rnn till t a m Konniicin rv Klflfffl

$ of thin Llixl l'oipon. Wo policit the
obRtiuato cants, ann cD'uienKe noauiopt lor a case we swept for treatment

and cannot cure. 15y our treotment tho
ulcers heal, the hair trows again, pains

Wi diaplear, the skin becomes healthy, and
I Vi marriiige is possible and safe.
IM inp iiinAiiTPPnLUriti bUAKMH i CLU
Yd Thournmisor young ana rouiuie-oKe- o

4,1 men nave ineirimor nnu vuam riuic
otj-l- abuses, later excesses, menial

worry, etc No mutter the cause, our
v, M stbod Treatment is tbe refuge.

Td . . a iantnl1 VVFr IRr IMHII I r.NLY
V7 II SaWWlkM w '

1 A? rertoreall Darts to A normal conai- -
Z tion. Ambition, life and -- neriry are re

A 1 1 ... 4A. Mniialf a man
amontr men. Every case is treated indi
vidually no enre-a- ll neneo our rvonaer-fi- .l

fiicppm. No matter whst ails you.
consult us confidentially. We can fur-
nish banlt bonds to guarantee toaocotn-plin- h

what ire claim.

250,000 CURED
We trent and cure; EMISSION'S,

VARICOCELE. HYI'HILIS, ULEKT.
sritlcriAiK. I SI POTENCY. SMMlKT

J iiiaivs li A I IIKAI, MSCII A1UI-- 1

KS. KIINEY and liLADDKK Diesites.
fl CONfcsliLTA'l ION HIEE. HOOKS
"iFUI.E. If unable in call, write fnr
JOM'.STIftN HLANK for HOME
4 Jni'iTWl'TT

Ccr. Michigan Ave. and Shelby St.
DETROIT, MICH.

ST. VITUS' DANCE
Akron. .. Jan. . 1900.

Dr. M. M. rE.vyr.K, rlonl, N. Y.
Wr hare rnanr iIoxpti cfyonrBt... Vltun' lNtnr fK-tir- , and erry rM ha, I

rimvl liv If. it linn nrovnl Mea--

unit hvrv.." AI.I.EN CURK VUVO CO.

SURE AND QUICK CURE,

JIOLDEN S DfiUG STORE.

A PRAYER.
Tench me, Father, how to e
Noilly ns th grasses grow;
Husti my kouI to im-e- l the shock
Of ihe wllil worlJ as a rock;
Hut my Kjtini, prom wlih power,
Muke us blmyle as a (lower.
1.H the dry lietm till Ua tup,
Like a poiipy looking up;
l,ct life liululy wtar ht-- crown,
Like a puppy looking clown,
When It txiiri In hl- -l with dew,
And its life begin anew.

Teach m Father, how to bo
Kind ami putWnc na a tree.
Joyfully the crltkets croon
i iiuvr eiuiu.y van
l.etile on Ilia j.u.-iiio- utnt,
tarries in thai tooling t ni,
Let me, iilto, cheer a epot,
JlicJden ficiu or K.trccu tirot
Plate where jmssui; oul3 can rest
On the way uiU he their beat.

Edwin MarUham.

Miss Salome's "Fresh-Air.- 1

"Two?" the minietcr'a v.ifo said. She
held her pencil suspended, waiting.

"Mercy, no! One's nil I can manage,
nnd more too," groaned Miss Salome.
"I couldn't get my sleep out last night
dreading it but I promised your hus-

band; you can put rue down. My life's
insured!"

Doth women laughed gently over tho
little pleasantry, but it was Miss Sa-

lome's face that straightened to its cus-
tomary sober lines first. The face of
tho minister's little wife "took" natur-
ally to laughing curves, nnd held them
persistently after tho real occasion for
them was over. Tho people of Sweet-
water said It wa3 a wonder tho mother
of six little children, all of 'em "cases,"
ever felt inclined to laugh.

"I've got the 'T' all made, Miss Sa-

lome. 1 don't see how I can make 'T
into an 'O'! Besides, ono would be so
lonesome; aren't you most afraid so?
Think of my little Jerry or my Ted or
Mistress Mary being ft somewhere
alone!"

Tho pencil waited, still, and the min-

ister's wife looked toward Mis3 SaLomo
with arch questioning. She could Eee
beyond her tho broad stretch of prim
lawn and the lilac bushes fringing it.
It looked like such a brutifui chance
for fresh-ai- r children. And tho house

tho minister's wife sighed softly, re
membering tho crowded little parson
age.

"Shall I wrlto the 'wo after tho 'T?
or 1 could write 'hrce,' you know!"
Miss Salomo laughed, but not with

yielding in it.
"Write " sho said, "and after

my name you can put in a parenthesis
'And the Lord have mercy on her

soul!'"
It was early July, and hot waves of

clover-swe- et sunshine crept into all the
open windows. There was scarcely a
breath stirring. In the cities, the teneme-

nt-house people gasped for their
breath, and the little babies were borne
away in tiny pine coffins. The minis
ter's wife was thinking of the babies as
she rose to go.

"My list is counting up," sho said. "I
shall send it tomorrow. I don't care to
wait any longer. The accounts in last
night's paper were heart-breakin- g, Miss
Salome the tiny ones arc dying so!"

"1 don't read the papers in the hot
waves" Miss Salomo said briefly. "I
make fans of them then!" She fol-

lowed her caller through tho cool, dim
hall to the front door.

"You'vo said a girl, of course?" sho
called after her. "Of courso you un-
derstand I can't have any boy traipsing
round ?"'

"Yes; I aid 'one littlo girl,'" the
minister's wife answered quietly.

The childrjn fcweetwater's share-wo- uld

come tho last week In July nnd
;tay a fortnight, the city missionary
wrote. They would be tho forlornest
waifs of the street, and no one was to
expect perfect manners or clothes.
Miss Salomo stayed awake cftener aft-
er tho minister's wifo read her the let-

ter. There were plenty of times when
ihe railed bitterly at herself for evor
promising.

On the long-dreade- d day, she walked
to tho station to meet the train and her
fate. The minister'o little wife Joined
her half way. She had a determined
look in her sweet, tired face.

"I'm going to bring home the left-
overs," sho taid. "There are most al-

ways one or two. Somebody gives up
at tho last moment, or elso tho mis-
sionaries can't resist tho temptation to
smuggle in ono extra at the end. I
shall bring any littlo left-ov- home, if
1 have to make a field-be- d for my boys
out on the piazza! It breaks my heart
o read about tho poor little suffering

things."
Sho was not thinking of Miss

big, empty rooms she was
thinking of the terrible, crowded rooms
1a tho sweltering city tenements. Miss
Salome would not let herself think of
those.

Then the train swept In and the litt'.o
waifs trailed out on the sunny platform
and stood about uncomfortably. The
minister's wife torted them out busily,
checking them off as sho went down
ner list these two to Deacon Spooncr,
ihoso two to Mrs. Withcrspoon one to
tho Wetherell's one to the Greenes,
one io Miss Salome but Miss Salome's
was a boy! They were nearly all boys.
The ono or two girls were mere babies,
and Miss Salome had specified no ba-

bies.
"Dear me," murmured tho minister's

perplexed little wife, gazing up und
down the disreputable littlo ranks in
search of a girl to At Miss Salome. A
touch on her arm made her turn.

"Never mind about me," Miss Sa-

lomo was saying, with humorous wrin-
kles round her eyes; "I can get along.
I wasn't really hankering."

"Cut there'll bo too many to go
round, Miss Salome. I haven't dared
to count, but I know thero are more
than enough. And so few little girls

I do believe Miss Trent made a blun-
der and sent us the wrong consign-
ment! Toor littlo things!"

There were threo left-over- s, even
after Deacon Spooner too': an extra
boy nnd tho Greenes took two.

"I "can siucczo two in, but I can't

EqucctTs three I simply can't!" whis-

pered the minister's wifo in despair.
She went up to tho. solitary boy that
nobody could squeeze in, and patted
his littlo grimy hand3 compassionately,
lie stood Ehufillug his baro fect stol-
idly.

"I'll go wid her," ho said suddenly,
releasing a hand to indicate Miss Sa-

lome's retreating figure. And without
further warning, ho darted down the
platform in clcso pursuit. At the
street crossing he caught up.

"I cotched ycr," ho cried breathless,
"I'm coin' 'long o youso. Der ain't
no room now'eres else. Ain't dcre
room in your tenement? I can bunk
on de roof all right."

Miss Salome stood still and ran her
keen gray eyes over tho lean, patched,
unlovely little creature. Something in
his cheerful confidence in her making
room for him touched her. O, yes
yes, yes thero was room enough.
Thero were five, six rooms. He would
not need td s.eep "on do roof." Rut
this terrlblo littlo unwashed boy It
was not easy to associate him with ono
of her immaculate bed3, as white, ev-

er ono of them, aa ho was black.
"Did you ever tako a bath?" sho

asked abruptly.
"Tako a wot, ma'am?"
The lean, brown faco expressed ut-

ter unacquaintanco with the word.
"Ah why, bath. Did you ever wash

yourself?"
A minute's wrestle with memory and

then a kindling of new-bor- n pride In
tho brown face.

"Yer bet! I washer5, me face w'en
me pal got t'rowed down an' I went
ter do hospjital ter seo him. I didn't
go wid no dirty face, naw!"

Miss Salome gasped, helpless before
such an experience. It was uncon-
sciously the meeting of tbe two ways,
in her mind, and she took the one that
would lead them home together.

"I'll keep him long enough to wash
him up, once, any way," she thought
grimly.

Miss Salome's "case" was an unusual
one, if eho had but known it. Tho city
missionaries who rounded up tho littlo
waifs for thoir outing in the country
niado strenuous efforts to send them to
their benefactors clean, at least, and
as whole as they could make them. But
this grimy littlo mortal who had
ndopted M1S3 Salome was an exception.
Taken into the ranks at the last min-
ute, thero had been no time to make
the best of him.

They walked on together, the boy's
bare feet paddling unevenly besido
Miss Salome. She stole a covert glanco
by and by at the alert, unchlldish face.
What could ho be thinking of?

"So you had a 'pal'? What i3 a pal?"
she asked.

"Oh! well, a pal's a pard, yer know.
Yer goes into trade wid him an shares
de winnin's, sec? Yer sticks by him
t'rough t'ick an t'in; yer don't never
go back on yer pal. naw!"

"And your pal la dead?"
The change In tho boy's face wa3

wonderful. Miss Salome marvelled at
It. Mingled Joy and tend rness strug-
gled through tho grlma for equal ex-

pression.
"Mickey, dead? Ycr bet ho ain't!

He's gettln' well yer can't kill Mick-
ey! He's comin out or do hospital in
a week, Mickey is."

They were closo to Miss Salome's
great white house, and further conver-
sation was interrupted.

"Come in," Miss Salome said, at the
lilac bushes that framed a gateway.
And, in silent awe, tho city waif pad-
dled in, his soiled little faco lifted to
U10 great purple tassels overhead.

"What's them?" ho whispered, after
a moment.

"Lilacs," MIos Salomo answered
briefly. It was another argument in
tho boyjs favor. To think ho had ne?-e- r

seen a lilac bush! (Mis3 Salome
called it "laylock.") Sho felt her
heartstrings freshly tugged.

It does not tako a great while to
wash even a littlo gamin's face that is
a stranger to the operation. But the
cleansing over, Etlll the boy tarried.
Miss Salomo did not invite him he
stayed. Ho was perfectly happy In a
novel way. IIo went about tho big
front yard on tiptoes, at first, as if he
were afraid of crushing the grass with
his little calloused brown feet. And
when inadvertently he trod on a great
red clover head, Miss Salome saw him
stoop and "set" it3 broken stalk with
splints of herd's grass. lie took
plenty of time, and his thin unchildlsh
face was puckered gravely.

"I shall let him stay his time out,"
murmured Miss Salome; and that
night it was the first night sho sat
up to mend his clothes. When she
carried them back, a little less out
at the elbows and forlorn, tho ooy was
fast asleep and the moonlight was ca-

ressing his face as it lay in brown re-

lief among tbe white pillows. It could
not have kissed more tenderly the lit-
tle face of a child who was loved,
whoso mother bent over him. The
light in Miss Salome's unsteady fin-

gers flared and half roused the waif.
He opened his eyes and regarded her
in stupid terror.

"Lemme 'lone I ain't doln nothin'."
he muttered, shielding his faco as If
from a blow, then sinking away Into
sleep again. Miss Salome uttered a
soft sound of pity In her throat. The
tug at her heart-string- s tightened.

The next day, the boy appeared bo-fo- re

Miss Salome, rolling back his
sleeves energetically. Ho beamed up
at her with a friendly grin.

"Yer gotter brush an som blackln,
ma'am? I kin shino yer boots com-
plete that's me perfeshicn. An I'll
give de stove a coat, too. Yer won't
mind, ma'am?"

Ho waited wistfully. It was his
only way of acknowledging hl3 devo-
tion to hla adopted mistress.

Several days went tv uneventfully.
Then Miss Salomo took the toy to
town and fitted him out with new
clothes. That day wa3 eventful. The
child was transfigured mads over

new. Even his little uncouth tongue
seemed to partake of the softening in-

fluence of the patchless, natty trousers
and the littlo brass-buttone- d coat, and
the strange street dialect sounded less
offenslvo in Miss Salome's ears. Sho
was proud of her fresh-ai- r boy, and her
hcart-strig- 9, tugged so often and so
persistently, vibrated with gentle
steadiness. Tho lonely woman was
near to loving tho little lonely child.

Then camo tbe rude awakening when
one morning Miss Salome found her
bird had flown, tricked out in his proud
new plumage. Tho ragged old clothes
were smoothly folded on a chair. Thero
was nothing else save a freshly black-

ened stovo and shining shoe3 at Miss
Salome's door, to tell of his having
been thero and gone.

Miss Salome stood a long timo be-

side the heap of folded clothes, torn
between anger and grief. Sho had
never felt so keenly tho one way or
tho other in all tho fifty-seve- n year3
that spanned her quiet life. Tho
clothes if ho had only left tho new
clothes behind instead of the old!
That would have helped so much.

"But it wouldn't have been near so
human," sighed the poor woman drear-
ily. "Then I should have been enter-
taining an angel unawares. No, no,
let him wear 'cm back to his slums,
but don't let him ever darken my doors
again from this time forth and forever
more!"

Still, she left the little ragged clothes
unmolested. It takes time for heart-
strings to recover themselves.

Two days after the waif's disap-
pearance. Miss Salome saw a strango
littlo figure hobbling up her walk, to
the accompanying tap of crutches. She
had rrever seen the boy, but the
clothes! Sho adjusted her glasses
hastily and nodded as she looked,
They were soveral size3 too large the
trousers and tho sleeve3 were turned
up, and the coat wa3 lapped until but
ono row of brass buttons was visible
but tuo clothes were the ones Miss
Salome had bought for her fresh-ai- r

boy.
The littlo figure hobbled nearer, and

an ecrlo gaunt little faco looked up
frankly at Miss Salome.

"It's me I'm Mickey," the child ex-

plained at once. "Jerry sent mo Jer-
ry's mo pal, yer know. He said as I
could wear do clothes ho fought
youso wouldn't mind?"

Tho upward inflection at the end
was Intense with wistful Interrogation.
Mickey propped ono crutch under his
arm and ran hi3 thin white fingers up
and down the coat front admiringly.

"Ain't dey dandles? Jerry was a
reg'lar toff, but I guess I'm too littlo
to fill 'em out it takes the stuffln' out
o yer ter bunk at de hospital a
mont'."

He drew close to Miss Salome and
touched her dress gently.

"Jerry wanted I should ax yer if
yer'd be wlllin' ter swop he said ter
tell yer I were a er chap 'an
him but he lied. Jerry's a brick!
Ho give mo de clothes an made mo
come, cos I'm his pal an' goes lame.
Dat's Jerry."

Tho child In the overgrown clothes
seemed to shrink to a baby's size as
Misa Salome looked nt him out of dim
eyes. The other child s face Jerry's
peered over his shoulders at her.

"Yer won't mind, ma'am?" it seemed
to Eay wistfully.

"I say, ain't it prime here?" Mickey
said. "Dcre's grass you km step on,
an' flowers on de trees, an do housa
13 painted fit ter pplit! Dat'3 w'at
Jerry let on here'd be Jerry said he
Let 'twere like w'at de mission chap
said goin' to Heavcn'd bo. If if yer
wouldn't mind, could I bunk on do
grass, nrn'am?"

Two weeks later, the minister's little
wife called on Mi&3 Salome again. Sho
pointed out of tho window to a littlo
figure in tho grass nnd smiled.

"Still here?" she said.
"Yes," Mi33 Salomo said briskly,

"I'm going to keep Mickey till he's
strong again. He's coming on you'd
bo surprised to sec him eat now! And
Jerry "

MiS3 Salome's faco broke into mel-
low curves outriders of a laugh. The
minister's wife wondered why sho had
ever thought it a plain face.

"Jerry went off as brown and fat!
You know, I sent for him to come back
after he ran away and 'swopped' him-
self? He's been here two weeks with
Mlckej-- , and he's Just gone today. He
said it was necessary for him to go
back and 'settle up his business'!"

The laugh had arrived and Miss Sa-

lome gavo herself up to it luxuriously.
"Such a boy! Yes, we're going Into

partnership together, Jerry and I, after
that. We're going to bo pals!" An-

nie Hamilton Donnell, in Country Gen
tleman.

The cost of tho publlo schools of
greater New York for tho year 1901
will be $17,710,078. The number of
pupils in the schools is estimated at
40S.112. So that the average cost for
each pupil is $13.30. In 1S9J there
were 230,331 pupils, the total cost was
?G,000,633, nnd the averago cost per
pupil was $25.98. The expense of the
public schools has, therefore, nearly
tripled in ten years, whilo tho aver-
age cost per pupil Is nearly $18 a year
more. This increase is partly duo to
tho municipal consolidation and part-
ly to the Davis law, which has in-
creased the average Falarirs.

The Hessian fly probably ranks next
to the chinch bug ns a farm pest In
the United States, and Its ravages in
other countries have long been known
nnd appreciated. While Its first scien-
tific description wis by Thomas Say
in 1817, it had been for many years
recognized as a pest in wheat and had
received in this country the popular
name of Hessian fly In the belief that
It had been introduced by Hessian sol-

diers during tho war of the revolu-
tion.

A short absence quickens love; a
long absence kills it. Mlrabeau.

irWAYMOND andJ

Mm- -

Raymond had Just been over to the
hall with his basket of flowers, mostly,
from the woods and fields.

Decoration day always found him on
hand; and although his contribution
was simple, he was glad to bo ablo
to do even a little toward furnishing
material for this touching memorial
service.

Raymond was the grandson of a vet
oran of the civil war, and this year be
wanted to do something more than
usual, to let the old frlend3 of tho
grandfather., whom he had never
known understand his loyalty, both to
his grandfather's memory and the
country that he had died for.

Suddenly he remembered an old tat-

tered flag that stood in a corner in
tho attic, and beside it a musket,
rusty and time-staine- d. Then , he
looked at Rover.

"Can you do it, Rover?" Raymond's
eyes asked the question. The soft
brown eyes of the dog answered, '"Try
mo."

"All right, Rover, I will."
Rover's tail ceased Its impatient tat-

too upon the floor, nnd with a yelp cf
delight he followed his master up tho
attic stairs. Half an hour later the
boy and the dog sat side by sido upon
tho door-ste- p. The boy held a flat
piece cf wocd in one hand, and his
Jack-knif- o in the other. Occasionally
he lifted a faded flag, and slipped the
end of the worn stick through a hole
which he was whittling in the new
piece of wood.

At last he sprang to his feet, say-

ing, "All ready now, Rover! Do you
think you can hold that in your
mouth?"

Rovers' eyes said, "Of course I
can!" as his tail gave three excited
thumps. Good, faithful Rover! Ray-

mond knew that ho could be depend-

ed upon to be his color-beare- r. Now

ml
rivikjwffi yjh v'k

"WITH BAKE HEADS AND SOLEMN
LlTi Ll2 BROWN FACES."

for hU own part in the program.
Ihe sound of approaching footsteps

and beat of a drum floated up to
the spot where the boy and the dog
were making ready to honor their
country's fallen heroes.

From a window of the cottage a pair
cf tear-dimm- eyes watched the
strange preparations.

Raymond hastily donned an old sol-

dier cap, and shouldered the rusty gun.

i.e hoped that ho looked Lko a sol-

dier. Rover's admiring eyes assured
him that he did.

"Now, Rover," said Raymond, pat-

ting tho dog's head, "I'm going to Jet
you hold the flag."

Rover never was happier than when
he could carry. a bundle; but this wa3
such an unexpected privilege that for
a second or two tne flagstaff veered
like a weather-van- e with each delight-
ed thump of his stub of a tail. Then,
seeing his master's motionless attitude,
Rover took pattern; and as the little
company of veterans drew near, the
color-bear- er and his 'master attracted
instant attention.

Every man in Company C loved Ray-man- d;

loved him for his own sake,
for he was a bright and lovablo boy,
and also for the sake of the brave com-

rade who had inarched with them
through many a weary campaign, and
at lest had given his life for his coun-

try.
There was n quick order from the

front, and instantly every man lifted
hi.?' hat, nnd the band struck up tho
"Star-Spangle- d Banner;" and Ray-men- d,

with hi.; faithful dog be.iJs
him, and his grandfather's tattered
flag waving In tho breeze, was the hero
of the day. Helen M. Richardson.

Thousand cf XSnKftotun Dead,
One of the largest national cemeter-

ies in this country is located at Sails
bury, N. C. Thero are 11,000 unknown
dead in the cemetery, which is kept In
splendid repair by the government.

The society hand-shak- e Isn't exact-
ly what you'd call "a pretty how'd you
do?"

"Silver Plato Mat Wow."

When You Buy Spoons
fork-- ,, pfc, buy rHhtto ferarxlii.

even If the 00 com a liuto kkwc tiiv
11 rj worth I lio . If4! y47 lit
a part of lhi t Unrip II Iiikuppm mniliH
JtoKtrt qnultty, fatuous tut vr. J'ull
truiiu-iu&r- k

"1847 V&W?
folJ by WUk "or OilakteuA,

International Silver Co. Met Id, Conn ,

APID
RAILWAY

SYSTEM
Electilc Tast Lino Now Operating

IJetwecn

Port Hu.on and Detroit
PASSINO THROUGH

Marvsvillo fit Clair
Marino City Alffonafr
Pearl Ileacli Fair llavctv
New Ualtlmore Mt. Clemens

The Quickest Tfoute; The Rest nm
Most Convenient Service. ThTouar
Cars leave Port Huron Ulafk-Hivr- r

lliidge Kvery hour from 6:22 n. ni. io
8:22 p. m. and until 11:22 p. m. for
Miiriuo City.

Tor folders, booklets, clc, address
any agent, or

GEO. M HENRY. C. P. A.,
Detroit. V" U.

Thlt Biffnatnro ii on ercry box of ib ceaatn
Laxative BromoQurnine Taut i

tbo remedy tbat cures a ckt lu tM tfay

Biddlecomb's

Art Studio I $ I
Mclsel Clock. PORT JIURON

Having hid j.?nn of experience
the Photographic art, we are prepare!
to do your work right and at reason-abl- o

prici's. Ask any of our patrorw
what kind of work we turn out; ask

m if wo don't save them money.
They can tell as much as we czxu
J'lv'vn tried hi smt) are oar perroanenfc- -

ustomers. You'd bo too if you'll ask
in.

DO YEARS" ,

EXPERIENCE

19
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W--t T V 'A IT. .V.'Ll -- i.i JiVll J
TiwrjE Marks

Dcsians
CCfYrt!GHTS Ac

AriTon pondlna n ttkctrti rnl 03Tirlin my
Quickly ncorl;ili cnr opinion fre) wlothr u
iiiToiitlnn In pnibnlily pulrritaMc. Oinimmilr,
lions Rtrictly rniilliloittliiL 1IaiKlrtokm Talent

iit froo. l)llot ni'niej for nonmiit ml (...
r.itonta taken tlinwt Htunn A to. rceelv

tpteiainotUt, without ct'rg, Ui Uj

Scieiaiftc JJiiKricaii.
A hnndnomoTy wtklr. Tjrifet rttw
dilution of juiy ci entitle JonnmU 'i rrni. 3 m
yonr; fmir nmntba, JL Uukl by all !" fert
TON S Co.3StB. Hew YorS

A WHEN

if YOU

1 PORT HURON

-- Put Up at the

Union Hotel !
PHIL. CICHHORN Prop.

This lion so is furnished throughout
with Ulrctrie Call Hells, Electric Fan
11 ml cvrry other convenience fo? the
Cumfort of guests.

First-Cla- ss Tables.
Flrnt-Cla- ss Rooms,

Rates: $1.00 and SI.2C Per Day.

c2?
THE

FflRAlERS'
BEST Frieni

HORSE,
the hTMt't best friend !

mm yin Pswk
ItlntheBHST oa to market and ywu arttt.forac What id tun Nkihh t flT14 nd 76c ft totinl when you ran rrt U tWimjt

ior aro ni 11 uijaratxi:p idm for

Cattle, ft.


